STUDENT DAYS

diation ; but the clouds have closed together now, and these   ^74
appearances are no more.   Voices of children and occa- ^T' 23
sional crying of gulls; the mechanical noise of a gardener
somewhere behind us in the scented thicket; and the faint
report and rustle of the waves on the precipice far below,
only break in upon the quietness to render it more com-
plete and perfect.             ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON.

To MRS. THOMAS STEVENSON

After spending a few days in one of the more retired hotels of Monte
Carlo, we went on to Mentone and settled at the Hotel Mirabeau, long
since, I believe, defunct, near the eastern extremity of the town. The
little American girl mentioned in the last paragraph is the same we
shall meet later under her full name of Marie Johnstone.

[HOTEL MIRABEAU], MEWOU January 2nd, 1874.

HERE I am over in the east bay of Mentone, where I am
not altogether sorry to find myself. I move so little that
I soon exhaust the immediate neighbourhood of my dwelling
places. Our reason for coming here was however very
simple. Hobson's choice. Mentone during my absence
has filled marvellously,

Continue to address P. R.1 Menton ; and try to con-
ceive it as possible that 1 am not a drivelling idiot. When
I wish an address changed, it is quite on the cards that I
shall be able to find language explicit enough to express
the desire. My whole desire is to avoid complication of
addresses. It is quite fatal If two P, R.'s have contra-
dictory orders they will continue to play battledoor and
shuttlecock with an unhappy epistle, which will never get
farther afield but perish there miserably.

1 PosU RsstanU.

45it was marbled
